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" I shall never permit this," the man said. " You
see our students; I am only a merchant, I have to think
of my family but I will rather be butchered before
I........"

Somebody came running along, roaring on the top
of his voice. Other people shouted. The students
screamed: " We mustn't permit that. No, we mustn't
permit that."

The crowd were shouting and screaming; the
messenger of bad news ran on. Then other people
came shouting:

"Strike, strike, strike."

The students seemed to revive. Everybody
shouted:

" Strike."

The merchant shouted:

"In this case even I am for strike."

Weng-Kuo was on the point of deftly attacking
the man's kummerbund again but hesitated when he
felt that somebody was looking keenly at him. He
turned and saw a coolie staring with mad eyes.

"Strike," he shouted and stared at Weng-Kuo as
if he were a Japanese. " Strike is best. With strikes
the Russians have chucked out their Government. And
now they are the masters and drive all the pigs from
the country who want to swallow it. Strike. Strike
against the treacherous Government. Strike against
the Japanese. Long live Russia."

" That's a follower of Sun Yat Sen or worse," the
merchant whispered. "Never mind. Even I am for
strike. I am going. I will close my godown."

Well, that's my last chance, Weng-Kuo thought.
The opportunity was good. The merchant's bloated